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The Tragedy 

The moft replenished fwcet workc ofnaatre. 

That from the prime crcad on cuer he framed, 

Thus both are gone with confidence and itmorfe, 

They could not fpeakc and fo I left them both, 

7o bring this tidings to the bloudic king. Enter Ki.Rtchard. 
And here he comes, all haile my fioueraigne leige. 

King . Kind Tirrell am i happic in thy newes. 

Tyr. If to haue done the thing you guie in charge, 

Beget your happineflejbe happic then 
For it is done my Lord. 

K>ng. But did ft thou fee them dead.'’ 

Ttr, I did my Lord. ' 

King, And buried gentle Tirrell ? 

Tir. 7 he Chaplainc ofthe tower hath buried them, 

But how or in what place I do not know* 

Tir. Come tome Ttrrelfoone at afterfupper, 

And thou fhalt tell theprocefle of their death, 

Meane time but thinke how I may do thee good. 

And be inheritor oftby defire. £xtt Ttrnt. 

Farewt 1 til i'oone. 

The fonne of Clarence haue I pent vp clofe, 

His daughter meanelie haue I matchtin manage, _ ' 

Tne fonnes ofEdwatd fleepc in Abrahams bofome. 

And Anne my wife hath bid the world godnight. 

Now for I know the Brittaine Richmond aimes 
At young Elizabeth, my brothers daughter. 

And by that knodookes proudly ore the crowne, 
Tohcrlgoaiilliethriuing wooer,! Enter Cat t shy. 

Cat. My Lord. 

King, Good newesorbad that thou comft info bluntly? 

C A te f Bad newes my lotdMly is fled to Richmond, 

And Buc kingham backt with the batdie Welchmen, m 
Is in the field,and ftillbis power increafeth. y ■ '/i : 
King. Ely with Richmond troubles me more neare 
Then Buckingham and hisrafhleuied armie: 

Co tne I haue heard thatfearefiil commenting, 

Is leaden feruitourto dull delaie, 

Delaie lcadcs impotent and fhaile'pact beggerie, 

Thcnfierie expedition be my wing, 
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of Richard the third. \ 

Joucs Mercurie and Herald for a king .• 

Come mufter men, my counfaile is my fihield, 

We muff be briefe when traitors braue the field. Exeunt* 
Eater Queene <JMarga?et fela, 

Q^Mar. So now prolperitie begins to mellow 
And drop into thcrotten mouth ofDcath ; 

' Here in thefe c onfines flilie haue I lurkt, t 

To watch the waining of mine aducrlaries : 

Adircindudfion am I witnefle to. 

And wil to Fraunce, hoping the confequence 
Wil prooue as bitter,blacke and tragical. 

Wididraw thee wretched Margaret, who comes here ? 

Enter the Qu. and the D ntchejfe ofT orke, 

Qu. Ah my young princes, ah my tender babes I 
My vnblowne flowers, new appearing fweets, 
li yet your gendc (bules flit- in the <jyre 
And be not fixe in doomc perpetual, 

Houer about me with your aicrie winges. 

And hcarc your mothecslamentation. 

Qu CWar. Houer about her, faie thatrightfbrrighc, 

Hath dimd your infant morne,to aged night. 

Qttee. Wilt thou,0 God,fliefrom fuengende lambes. 

And throw them in the intrailes ofthe Wolfe : 

When didft thou fleepe when fuch a deed was done ? 

QJldar. When holie Harry died,and my fweet fonne. 

Dutch. Blind fight,deadlife,poore mortal liuingghoft, 

Woes feeane, worlds fhame,graues due by life vfiirpt, 

Refl thy vnreft on Englands lawful earth, 

Vnlawfullie made drunke with innocents bloud. 

O that thou wouldfl afwel affoord a graue, 
m thou canftyeeld a mclancholiefeate, 

Then would / bide my bones, not reft them here j 
0 who hath anie caufe to mourne but /• 
yP Me ^’ man ic miferies hauecrazd my voice 
at my woe-wearied toong ismuteanddumbe. 
toward Plantagenet, whie art thou dead ? 

Mar. ft ancient fbrrow be moft reuerent. 


: rn ' nc the benefire offigr.orie. 
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